of tlie vessel as slight as tnat ot a steamer going to nd on the Thames. . . . "We expect to make Algiers *>y Thursday morning. Col. Rogers walked down with us to the "water's edge. He is a hospitable, warm-hearted, and considerate man. We are much indebted to him. It does not diminish our debt to him, that it broke the monotony of his military life to entertain strangers. He spoke in high terms °f the Mess, but lamented that so few officers were single men, &o that he had but a small society. . As our boat went olf to the vessel, I saw again the electric phenomenon which I mentioned in a former letter; and its beauty cannot be exaggerated. The edge of the water, where it broke against the pier, was all on fire. Wherever the oar went it was a sheet of soft liquid flame, sparkling besides, wherever the splashes fell. It was as if the under surface of the water was fire, and the oar turned it up. We got back to the vessel very tired. It set off about nine. I slept soundly, and found myself this morning in the open sea.
"When Marshal Bourmont was here two years ago, his criticism on Gibraltar was that its fortifications were overdone. This may be true, but such a judgment will vary with possession and non-possession.
By a curious coincidence an assistant chaplain of my name is expected here. Accordingly the report got about that he had come, and Arch-frw/iop Fronde had come to consecrate the chapel. . . .
Having nothing more to say, I conclude with some verses :
Tyre of the West, and glorying in the name
More than in Faith's pure fame, 0 trust not crafty fort nor rock renowned,
Earned upon hostile ground; Wielding Trade's master-keys, at thy proud will, To lock or loose its waters, England I trust not still.
Dread thine own power 1 since haughty Babel's prime
High towers have been man's crime; Since her hoar age, when the huge moat lay bare,
Strongholds have been man's snare. Thy nest is in the crags; ah 1 refuge frail! Mad counsel in its hour, or traitors, will prevail.
He who scanned Sodom for his righteous men,
Still spares thee for thy ten; But should vain hands pollute the temple wall,
More than His church will fall; For as Earth's kings welcome their spotless guest So gives He them by turn to suffer or be blest.ls «u*t him.ver the walls. I did not know they grew so large} they were as thick as the trunk of a good* sized tree. The oranges were in full fruit, and various other hot-house plants. We went round the side as far as the Monkey Cave, where we were fortunate enough to see some o|ck ; rush come* ua ongints-pipo on the floor—ceases, is renewed, flourishes				
